at that time held once a month. On this occasion I had
Mr. Herbert Jenkins of Little, Brown and Company on
one side of me and Mr. Hewlings Brown on the other.
With both of these gentlemen I had formed a very pleasant
friendship during my previous visits so I felt very much
at home. The nature of the speeches, too, was entirely
light-hearted and conversational. I remember this
luncheon chiefly because it was the first time I ever met
Mr. George Doran and also because of a few very kindly
and eloquent words from Mr. Putnam, whom I am afraid
is no longer alive. It was a luncheon of chaff, and I remem-
ber being alluded to as the wandering lamb who had his
first story pirated by an avaricious American publisher
and then tumbled into the hands of the sharks between
whom he was now seated. As Jenkins was one of the
mildest-looking men I have ever seen and Hewlings Brown
one of the largest-hearted and kindest men breathing, the
gibe was received by their fellow publishers with a great
deal of applause.
The other occasion was when I was invited to the
weekly luncheon of a kind of Rotary Club existing in
those days in Boston, composed entirely of business men.
The rule was that no speech should exceed ten minutes.
The gentleman who proposed my health spoke for five-
and-twenty minutes, during the latter part of which time
he was continually shouted at by refractory members; so
when I rose, watch in hand, and already half an hour late
for another important appointment, I simply said that the
one thing I had been told was that I must always obey the
rules strictly of any American gathering I was invited to
attend, and as I was akeady a quarter of an hour to the
debit, I would ask them to consider the last quarter of an
hour of my predecessor's speech, in which he had kindly
said all the things I had wished for many years to have
an opportunity of saying about myself, as having come
from me and to leave it at that. A blague, but I got
away with it !